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S.C. INITIATE COURT 


For the first time in the history of Catherine McAuley High School, the Student Council is planning 
the initiation of a Student Supreme Court which will begin session on April 29. 

The court will consist of seven judges, including the five senior class presidents, Jacqueline Jermyn, 
Barbara Judge, Eileen Lynsky, Josephine Fiore and Rosina Locasto together, with Mary Fitzgerald and Ju¬ 
dith Osborn who will meet every Friday afternoon. Each girl then, who has received a summons for any 
infraction of school regulations, such as talking after the second bell, leaving the cafeteria in disorder, 
or chewing gum, will appear before this board, along with the Student Councilor who issued the demerit, 
to plead her case. 

It will then be the duty of these judges to deliberate upon her action and decide whether she is 
guilty or innocent. Upon being found innocent, the defendant will be dismissed. However, if her action is 
considered a misdemeanor, her 
penalty will be measured accord¬ 
ingly. 


Court’s Aims and Ideals 


Chief Justice Jo Fiore spells out the letter of the law for Joan Lavin 
as Assistant Justice Jackie Jermyn looks on. 


§itiideiit« Boost Affair 

As part of the Spring term festivities, McAuley will sponsor its 
annual Card Party on May 20 in the cafeteria. 

The wheels of progress have already been set in motion as the 
first committee meeting was held on March 25, at which time Mr. 
Lawrence Sanchez and Mrs. James Flaherty were elected chairman 
and chairlady. 

Each McAuleyan will play an active part in insuring the success 

_of this event by selling chances 

on valuable gifts, soliciting prizes, 
and obtaining tickets for patrons 
attending. 

The three outstanding prizes 
that will be offered are $300 in 
cash, a strand of cultured pearls 
valued at $100, and an artistically 
framed sketch of Pope John 
XXIII. 

It will be appreciated if all the 
students will rally forth and make 
this card party the best! 


THE MEMBERS OF THE 
PRESS CLUB EXTEND 
THEIR WARMEST WISHES 
TO THE FACULTY AND 
STUDENT BODY FOR A 
BLESSED AND HAPPY 
EASTER! 


GIRLS TOP QUOTA 


Once again. Mother Mary Eus¬ 
tace inaugurated a magazine drive 
in cooperation with the Catholic 
Digest Decency in Literature Pro¬ 
gram. From February 8 to 19, 
McAuleyans, spurred on by the 
lively competition, enthusiastically 
sold subscriptions for both secular 
and religious magazines. 

The drive was announced at 
Junior and Senior assemblies, 
with Mr. Robert Morrow officiat¬ 
ing. Mr. Morrow explained the 
primary purpose of the drive — 
the promotion of good literature, 
particularly Catholic literature. 

As an added incentive for each 
student to surpass her personal 
quota of $15, prizes were offered 
for those in the $25, $50 and $100 
clubs. Members of the $25 club 
will receive a Tiger Pillow, and 
those in the $50 club may choose 
from a variety of lovely gifts. The 
four students in the $100 club. 


Eileen Lennon, Pat Conneely, 
Frances LoBello and Joan Lodato, 
will lunch at the famous Stork 
Club. 

On February 11, all those who 
had reached their quota were 
treated to a movie, and the fol¬ 
lowing week, students in the $20 
category participated in “dress- 
up” day. Another popular feature 
of the drive was the unlimited 
treasure chest. Each day one name 
was chosen, and the girl received 
as her reward an amount equal 
to what she had brought in. 

At the culmination of the drive. 
Mother Mary Eustace announced 
the five leading classes: 1B2, 3B1, 
2B4, 3B3 and 2B2. 

Due to the splendid efforts of 
the student body, the drive was 
a huge success, and the school 
netted $3,000, to be used for the 
renovation of the Science Room. 


Gerry Smith accepts Tablet award from Don Zirkel. 

SAINT FRANCIS 
HOLDS FORUM 


On Washington’s birthday, St. 
Francis College, in cooperation 
with the Tablet’s Teen Note Book, 
was the scene of a high school 
press forum. Students contemplat¬ 
ing careers in journalism were 
given professional advice as to 
their future education and pointers 
on how to improve their school 
publications. 

Student Journalist Introduces 
Speakers 

Brother Henry, Dean of St. 
Francis, gave the opening address, 
welcoming the students and con¬ 
gratulating them on their splendid 
attendance. McAuley, as well as 
the other Brooklyn schools, was 
well represented. Michael Gray, 
President of the Student Press 
Organization, introduced the first 
speaker, Ed “The Fox” Kirkman 
of the Daily News, who spoke on 
the place of the newspaper in the 
life of the community and the 
obligation of the reporter to pre¬ 


sent the facts and imbue them 
with liveliness and interest. 

William Gillmartin, Trustee of 
the Catholic Institute of the Press, 
advised the prospective journalists 
to seek a good background in 
classic literature. Ed Quigley of 
the Associated Press followed with 
a talk on the duties of a sports 
writer -and member of a wire serv¬ 
ice. Afterwards the students were 
invited to ask questions to clarify 
any doubts on the newspaper bus¬ 
iness. 

Don Zirkel Awards Prizes 

Concluding the conference was 
the presentation of prizes by Don 
Zirkel to those students who had 
made outstanding contributions to 
the Teen Page. Among this group, 
Geraldine Smith of the 4B4 re¬ 
ceived an award for poetry. This 
citation is not only a commentary 
on her efforts but also another 
honor added to the increasing list 
of senior achievements. 


Juniors 


D.C. 


It is the hope of the Student 
Council that such a court will aid 
the teachers by lessening their 
burdens, encourage the students 
by giving them more voice in 
school government, and above all 
add to the prestige of McAuley 
by instilling in the minds of every 
McAuleyan the fact that such a 
goal is reached only through 
everyone’s constant determination 
to make it so. 

Br. Andrew Advises S.C. 

Thanks to Br. Andrew, of Saint 
Augustine, for relinquishing his 
time to tell the council about his 
school court. 


The Junior classes of McAuley made their annual trip to our 
Nation’s Capitol, Washington. D. C., on the week-end of March 31 
through April 2. 

On Thursday morning the girls departed from McAuley and 
traveled via the New Jersey Turnpike, arriving at the U. S. Naval 
Academy in Annapolis, Maryland, early in the afternoon. After gather¬ 
ing souvenirs and exhausting all their film, the enthusiastic group de¬ 
parted. — 

At approximately 6:00 p.m. the 
McAuleyans checked into the de¬ 
vastating Woodner Hotel, where 
they spent the week-end. 

Visits to the Capitol, the White 
House, the Department of Justice, 
the F.B.I., the Franciscan Mon¬ 
astery, the Lincoln Memorial, the 
Washington Monument, and the 
Jefferson Memorial were awe-in¬ 
spiring moments in their tour. 

On Saturday afternoon, drowsy 
but contented McAuleyans re¬ 
turned to the New York scene, 
after a truly wonderful venture 
to the Nation’s Capitol. 

Due to the efforts of patient and 
gracious bus drivers, guides, and 
hostesses, the Washington trip was 
made a never-to-be-forgotten 
once-in-a-lifetime event for the 
Junior classes. 


Senior Class 
Wins Honors 

Catherine McAuley High School 
is being honored by the 1960 
graduating class. Some of the out¬ 
standing students have received 
scholarships to colleges and nurs¬ 
ing schools. 

Jacqueline Jermyn of 4B1 won 
a full scholarship from the Bakers 
Fund which she will use towards 
St. Joseph’s College, Maryland. 
Judith Osborn, also of 4B1, will 
attend Long Island University on 
a full grant scholarship. 

A partial scholarship was 
awarded to Mary Ellen Birken- 
feld, 4B1, to Mary Byers Secre¬ 
tarial School. 

Regents scholarships were 
awarded to Mary Fitzgerald and 
Judith Osborn. Ruthann Donohue 
received a State Nursing Scholar¬ 
ship in addition to full grants to 
Marymount and Seton Hall, Penn¬ 
sylvania. 

Inasmuch as all reports have 
not been returned, it is hoped that 
even more merit scholarships will 
be obtained, adding to the prestige 
of McAuley. 


Condolences are extended to 
iOrraine Acetta and Mary Mc- 
ilynn on the deaths of their 
athers. 

R. I. P. 


J. Lodato, E. Lennon, P. Connelley, F. Lobello display prizes. 
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Popularity Plus 

You, the modern do-it-yourself, know-it-all teenager are approach¬ 
ing a crucial stage in life—womanhood. You probably now have the 
compelling need to be liked by everyone. You want desperately to be 
at ease and nonchalant, to be looked upon as someone who belongs, 
a person who fits in perfectly with the “group”—in short, you want 
to be popular. 

Perhaps you often think if you were wittier, more talented in 
some way, or prettier, popularity would follow without difficulty. You 
would be an important part of your circle and teens of your own 
precarious age would look up to you in admiration. This you think, 
yet your many doubts and clinging shynesses cloud the perfect picture 
of yourself as the all-around, esteemed good friend. 

Perhaps you even wonder how you can flower into an interesting 
personality when you sometimes don’t even understand yourself or 
the many sensations your young heart experiences. You fumble for 
words and your throat is suddenly coarse when you speak to someone 
you want terribly to impress; you hide in fear instead of facing 
staunchly the big challenges of your maturing world. You have many 
ups and downs and think it almost impossible to reach out to your 
fellow beings when you alternately seem to feel indifferent and enthu¬ 
siastic, happy and dejected. To put it plainly, you are now a strange 
bundle of contradictions, tied with the gossamer strings of an inxeperi- 
enced, searching heart. 

Before your matured, clear-cut personality lurches up before you, 
there are several ways to make yourself a person others genuinely 
like to be with and most likely number as a “special” friend. Take 
the time out to develop an interest in others. Whether they are your 
teachers, school chums or your little, devilish brothers, show that you 
want to know them as individuals, not fust people you simply have to 
live with. This deep interest in others is the best attribute a girl can 
possess and it is one of the easiest to develop. Reach out to each one 
of the many people about you each day and give them your whole¬ 
hearted attention. Recall their triumphs, compliment a job well done 
and laugh at their little witticisms. You will find yourself injecting 
the all-important “YOU” in the conversation and going light and easy 
on the all too rampant “1.” 

Right now, you want everyone to like you, to see in you a paragon 
of personality. This is only natural, a part of growing up and taking 
your place in a matured society. Until the person you want to be 
shines forth, don’t succumb to the petty temptations that tear in¬ 
cessantly at the vulnerable walls of your self-respect and integrity. 

Remember, there is a Someone high in the Heavens who can see 
into our very souls. Let Him be pleased always with the sight He be¬ 
holds. This is the true popularity. 

Co-Editor 


The Crucified Christ 

By Gerry Smith 


A dagger of lightening 
Pierces with frightening 
suddenness 

The unsettled blackness 
Of a perturbed sky. 

For a fleeting instant 
The earth is illumined. 

In the distance 

Looms the shadow of a man — 
A man made one 
With blunted beams. 

His bowed head 
Betokens intense desolation. 

He is alone. 

Forsaken by those for whom 
His once vibrant body 
Pours forth its last drop 
Of life-sustaining Blood. 

Pressed upon His brow a crown, 
A crown uncoveted 
By any earthly king, 

A crown of thorns. 


In His hands 

The symbol of man’s love 
For the Godhead — 

Two huge spikes 
Fastening firmly 
His consecrated hands 
I To the humiliation 
I Of His crucifixion. 

: His mangled feet, 

I Which once trod 
The dust-laden paths 
Of Galilee, 

Are immobile — 

Bound by the nails 
Of enmity. 

As the consummating act. 

His Infinite Heart 
Is pierced by a lance. 

Releasing the incontainable 
Love of God, 

Suffering it to surge forth 
And proclaim to man 
The glad news of reconciliation 
And resplendent Resurrection. 
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HE HAS RISEN AS HE SAID 


A 




Regina Coeli, 
Laetare, Alleluia! 






This is the divine happiness 
for the Mother of God! It is 
the bright dawn of the Re¬ 
surrection. Jesus has arisen. 

How perfectly does her gentle 
face portray her profound love 
as the Holy Virgin contem¬ 
plates the ascent of her Divine 
Son to claim her title, Regina 
Coeli — Queen of Heaven! 

She sits silently opposite me 
and I suppose the events of 
the preceding days loom up 
before her eyes, encompass her 

thoughts, and pull her helplessly back along the sorrowful road to Calvary, to the foot of the Cross, and 
finally to the summit of the Mount of Olives where her Son arose to join His Heavenly Father, and left 
behind in His earthly domain a Mother w'ho longs for His comforting words, for the simple knowledge 
of His presence. 

Her mind travels steadfastly over each foot-trodden step along the crowded, seething Via Dolorosa, 
gazing painfully at her Son as His bloody, mangled body, heavily laden with a ponderous Cross, trudges 
in agony to His awaiting death. She winces once again as the thick nails are driven mercilessly into His 
weak flesh and her pleading heart cries out in torment as He hangs limply from the Cross. The thunder 
strikes once again, her face becomes ashen-white, she hears Our Lord’s parched lips whisper forgiveness 
for this diabolical injustice — and she too is imbued with His loving charity as she enfolds His lifeless 
body within her warm, protecting arms, longing to h old Him forever like this but knowing that His death 
and resurrection will redeem all mankind. 

And then the torment ended. Her Son was truly dead and she patiently awaited His redemption — the 
fulfillment of the Divine Prophecy. Jesus, illuminated in the light of glory, came from the tomb on the 
predestined third day and dwelt among His loved ones. His blessed Mother seemed to draw unlimited 

strength from His mere near¬ 
ness, almost forgetting that last 
dreadful day when she could do 
nothing but stand by to receive 
the gory, mutilated shell that 
had housed the savior of man¬ 
kind. The time melted away and 
finally I stood beside my Mary 
on the windy mount as again 
her Son left her. He rose above 
our heads, gazing down upon us 
and blessed us all as the heav¬ 
ens blazed with an ethereal 
glow. Christ floated upward 
and before He disappeared. He 
looked for the last time into 
the clement eyes of the woman 
who had given Him life—who 
had given Him all. She stood 
immobile, her glance fixed 
upon the glorified face of the 
Lord and her lips murmured, 
almost incoherently, ‘‘My Child, 

1 shall be with you oeyond the 
clouds.” His eyes clearly told 
her that He would be waiting 
to take her hand and bring her 
triumphantly into the realm of 
the All High; soon, when her 
words were to be fulfilled. A 
moment later the blue, billow¬ 
ing heavens engulfed the Lord 
and He was seen no more. 

Now we sit pensiveiy to¬ 
gether, Mary and I, and 1 now 
understand the sublime peace¬ 
fulness her gentle face imparts. 

Now I understand that Easter 
is truly the resurrection of the 
children of God; because Christ 
has risen, it is a world of joy; 
an unassailable Kingdom of 
Heaven in the midst of sur¬ 
rounding sorrow! 

MARJORIE KANE 


i 
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LETTERS 

io ihs Sdiioh 

Dear Editor: 

How about afternoon tea dances 
in McAuley? Boys from Brooklyn 
Prep and St. Augustine’s would 
come (we hope). 

A Jitterbug Teetotaler 
WeTl take it up with the Pepsi 
drinkers. 

Dear Editor: 

Why is everyone always insist¬ 
ing on fresh fruit being served in 
the cafeteria? Mother Eustace 
would do it if it were possible. 

Indignant 

Don't ask us! Why not corner 
the fresh fruit fiends. 

Dear Editor: 

How about having one of the 
Pepsi machines changed for some 
No-Cal ones? 

A Weight-Watcher 

This isn't Vic Tanny's, you 
know. 

Dear Editor: 

Why isn’t McAuley in the St. 
Patrick’s Day Parade. 

An Irish Colleen 
Sure now, and ''Did your mother 
come from Ireland?" 

Dear Editor: 

Thank you for the new candy 
stand. It adds to the beauty of the 
cafeteria — but not the figure. 

Calorie Watcher 
Thanks heaps. But, you see, 
we're first interior decorators 
then exterior renovators. 


KATHY VS. GALLYA 

By Kathleen Culley 

If you were to read the March issue of “Seventeen” magazine, 
you would come across an interesting article about the life of the 
average Russian teenager. I must admit, however, that I was not im¬ 
pressed for I believe that the author, a Columbia University student, 
gave a bias view of life in Russia as compared with that of the Unit¬ 
ed States. 

Galiya Guskova, an eighteen year old Russian who was selected 
from ten thousand factory workers as the “typical Moscow teen” was 
the girl interviewed for the article. To her, cosmetics are something 
that “American girls wear—we don’t.” She has never been instructed 
in any form of religion, has never dieted, set her hair, attended 
church or owned an evening dress. She holds a full time job and goes 
to night school four times a week. She lives with her mother, father, 
two brothers, and three dogs in a two room bungalow. How does she 
accept these deplorable housing conditions? Quite cheerfully! She says 
that the government is too busy now but will take care of it in future 
years. I wonder just how many “future years” this will take. 

The article relates that Russians consider twenty-two a proper 
age to marry; the girl who marries in her teens is considered to have 
disobeyed the Social Code. One can tell that Galiya considers Ameri¬ 
cans careless, almost ignorant people who marry young and seek only 
pleasure out of life. Yet, over sixty per cent of the American girls 
marry between the ages of twenty-one to twenty-five. In Russia, a girl 
rarely goes out with a boy until she is eighteen years old; Galiya, the 
eighteen year old “typical Moscow teen” has been “druzhidj” (going 
steady) for two years. 

Another part of the article shows Galiya as being supposedly 
almost American. She loves dating, sewing and singing. She enjoys 
ice cream and chocolate. When asked about politics, she declared that 
she would much rather go out with her boyfriend. Does the girl have 
a split personality or was she told how to answer certain questions? 

Everyone attending college in Russia is granted a scholarship. 
Each student receives a monthly stipend from the State. The article 
failed to mention the thousands of Russians laboring in the fields who 
have been selfishly denied the right of education and forced to lead 
a life of ignorance. 

I believe that although on the surface, the Russian woman today 
appears to be a strong individual caring only for the State, there is 
another part of her. This part is hidden deep in her heart, it must 
stay hidden for it calls for freedom and equality — it calls for love 
and the return of femininity. 
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T.V. Quips 

By Marjorie Cox and 
Elaine Doyle 

Adventures In Paradise; Summer 
Vacation. 

Father Knows Best; When he tells 
you to hit the books. 

Mr. Lucky; Be with me in June. 

I Search For Adventure; At Mc- 
Auley dances. 

The Untouchables; Those demerit 
slips the seniors pass out. 

Sea Hunt; Freshmen looking for 
the pool on the fifth floor. 

West Point; How about it instead 
of Washington? 

Keep Talking; “But see me after 
class, Honey.” 

26 Men; Wouldn’t stand a chance 
in McAuley! 

Panic; On speech day. 

Twilight Zone; Coming home after 
detention. 

Death Valley Days; The week re¬ 
port cards are given out. 

Telephone Hour; The reason why 
a McAuleyan looks forward to 
lunch. 

Superman; The only man that 
would ever survive in McAuley. 

Concentration; A different mean¬ 
ing to every McAuleyan. 

Variety Show; When report cards 
are given out. 

Big Story; A determined late¬ 
comer trying to get out of de¬ 
tention. 

Curtain Time; When you forget 
to wear your uniform. 

Startime; After McAuley’s dances. 


ACT 

By Marjorie Kane 

A lonely twelve year old, wide 
eyed with apprehension, peeked 
out of the crowded subway to 
see for the very first time the 
place where his childish heart lay. 
His eyes envisioned a teeming, 
ever young, star studded world of 
glittering neon lights, the unpre¬ 
dictable, wild denizen of show 
business — fabulous Broadway. 
To this youngster the theatre was 
not so much a profession as a dis¬ 
ease, and his first glance at 
Broadway was the start of a life¬ 
long infection. The victim — Moss 
Hart; the story of his life — Act I. 

From the first sparkling ep¬ 
isode, his words seem to dance 
eloquently off the page, twirling 
with reckless abandon, entrancing 
the reader to his very being. 

Moss Hart brings us along as 
he relives the courageous, deeply 
poignant story of his life. We 
share the squalor of a cheap Bronx 
slum where the author and his 
family spend most of their un¬ 
fruitful years, struggling for 
existence within them selves, and 
the fending off of the impact from 
without. We feel the heartbreak¬ 
ing disappointment when the play- 
Vv^right of seventeen becomes a 
failure with his first so-called 
“flop.” And too, we see the ma¬ 
turing man evolve from his im¬ 
poverished environment and be¬ 
gin his jaggard but nevertheless 
most desired climb to fame. We go 
“behind the scenes” and visualize 
Broadway as it is in reality to 
the writer and director who pro¬ 
duce the play. We see a world 
of hard work and conflicting ten¬ 
sions coupled with endless hours 
of rehearsing and perfecting which 
culminates in the opening night. 
With it goes the critical first 
audience who seem to be unaware 
that the play is a puppet show, 
so to speak, with the writer and 
his associates matriculating the 
delicate strings which determine 
the play’s rollicking success or 
dismal failure. It is a shaky bus¬ 
iness run by people who would 
be happy nowhere else. Moss 
Hart is within its very core. 

This is a book which will not 
be forgotten. It is a living testi¬ 
mony of the dedication which de¬ 
fies the oblivious. Act I will con¬ 
tinue to have innumerable curtain 
calls throughout the years, and 
the reader will applaud with ar¬ 
dent enthusiasm each time he re¬ 
calls the inspiring message it re¬ 
lates. 
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Robert Kane 
Holy Cross College 

Undecided females irk me more 
than just a little. I will never 
know why girls insist on using ex¬ 
pressions such as “I don’t care 
where we go” or “Anywhere is 
all right with me” when they ac¬ 
tually want to go to a certain 
movie or a particular soda shoppe. 
And then, to add to this, they sulk 
for the rest of the evening if their 
date’s choice does not meet with 
their approval. Maybe they feel it 
is only proper for a girl to act 
nonchalant and not overanxious 
when asked where she would like 
to go. However, to be honest with 
you, we boys would much prefer 
them to be honest with us. 


John McAnteer 
West Point 

The weaker sex who constantly 
triumph over their past “loves” 
and knights in shining armor are 
girls whom I will never date a sec¬ 
ond time. Possibly they don’t real¬ 
ize how inferior they make a fel¬ 
low feel when they begin listing 
their past conquests and the 
“wonderful” times they’ve shared 
as a result. Believe me, when I 
say, however, it’s a deflating ex¬ 
perience and one that no boy 
wants to duplicate. When I date 
a girl, I like to feel that I rate 
first in her estimation and all her 
previous “boyfriends” are merely 
pleasant but past memories as far 
as she’s concerned. 



John McNamara 
Senior—St. Augustine’s H. S. 

Girls who monopolize the con¬ 
versation are my pet peeve. When 
I date a girl, I expect that she will 
be more interested in what I have 
to say, whether it be slightly in¬ 
accurate or not, than in correcting 
me because my statistics aren’t 
straight. I agree it is good to be 
well-informerd, but e ven more 
important, it’s an art to know the 
right time to use this information. 
Nothing deflates a boy’s ego more 
than to think that his date knows 
more about a topic than himself. 
I prefer a good listener. They are, 
in my opinion, the best conver¬ 
sationalists. After all, who wants 
to go out with an “almanac.” 




George Curth 

Freshman—Mt. St. Mary’s College 

Girls who wear an excessive 
amount of lipstick, eye shadow and 
powder annoy me most. When I 
take a girl on a regular weekend 
date I don’t expect her to be made 
up like a movie-queen. The fact 
that I have asked her to go out 
with me should make her realize 
that I think she is already tops. 
Her artificial appearance takes 
away from her femininity and 
gives others a false impression. Be¬ 
sides this, I feel she makes us look 
conspicuous in an average crowd. 
Natural beauty is still my first 
preference. 


Combs Solves Case 

“Good evening, friends. Once again the makers of Handy Dandy 
Red, White & Blue insulated, reversible, genuine horse hair Easter 
Bonnets for one-headed women, present the “Adventures of Shmer- 
lock Combs.” 

Tonight’s story opens at 10 Faker Street where Combs and his 
faithful colleague, Blotson, are discussing their newest case. 

“I say Combs, I’m getting a bit worried. It’s almost time and 
we’re so inexperienced in this sort of thing.” 

“My dear Blotson. We must face up to this with courage. Come. 
It’s time to go.” 

“You know Combs, I’m almost sorry we agreed to trail Mrs. 
Herbert H. Hammerhead III on her Easter-bonnet shopping, but we 
have a duty to our client to make sure that his wife buys a suitable 
hat for the annual parade.” 

WILL SHMERLOCK COMBS BE ABLE TO STOP MRS. HER¬ 
BERT H. HAMMERHEAD THE THIRD FROM BUYING A HOR¬ 
RIBLE HAT? 

They enter the “Wacky Woman’s Hat Shoppe” hot on the trail of 
MRS. H. Blotson, eager on the scent, falls into a hat tree, knocking 
its fruits to the floor. Falling over them, he daintily squashes a bright 
purple chapeau. Mrs. H., hearing the noise, turns in time to see Blot¬ 
son sheepishly rising with the purple peril perched prettily on his 
head. 

“I’ll take the hat on that dummy,” she shouts, and grabbing the 
hat she gallops off into the sunset shouting “Charge it!” Combs can¬ 
ters after her and upon entering the Hammerhead domicile sees a 
beaming Mr. H. smiling at his wife’s reflection in the hall mirror. 

“Wonderful, darling!” he exclaims. An astonished Combs turns 
to see a bald-headed Blotson staring at Mrs. Hammerhead sporting his 
toupee. 



SENIOR MEMOIRS 

By Marjorie Kane 

You never felt like this before. The odd sense of fleeting time 
engulfs you, and you know each precious moment will be your last. 
The beginning of your fourth year at McAuley has passed. How the 
days progressed, creeping steathily by, too quick for you to reach out 
and savor their poignant memories and happy friendships; to hold in 
your hand for a brief time your girlish, never-to-happen-again days 
you foolishly thought were endless and boring. How young and childish 
you were and yet I suppose you are no different from the millions 
of schoolgirls before you, realizing a bit too late that these past four 
years marked the unbosomings of your very soul. 

The clock has struck twelve; your time to depart is nearly here. 
You waver and sigh, in remembrance of the spent years. You recall 
yourself as a shy, searching Freshman, taking your first fearful steps 
across the barrier of childhood into a strange world which seemed 
only to gaze at you in utter apathy. You longed to see in these new 
faces a sign of recognition, but you struggled down your everyday 
road void of friends and missing terribly the grammar school in which 
you were the prima donna, a part of the oldest and most distinguished 
group in your school — the mighty eighth grader. And then some¬ 
thing magical happened. You found that you were not the only one 
who felt “left out” and alone. There were other girls just like you 
who longed for the togetherness and understanding only a friendship 
can so readily give. Yes, the girls about you in school came into focus 
as individuals, females with similar problems and quickened heart¬ 
beats like your own. You felt your feet gradually become sturdier and 
your back straightened. You were no longer afraid of the future and 
in your young, girlish way, you became a valiant soldier warding off 
the knocks and bruises oncoming womanhood inevitably brings. 

Eventually, as time marched on, the woman in black, the person 
in front of the classroom each day, drilling these many lessons into 
your head — your teacher evolved into not merely a professional, but 
someone earnestly interested in your progress, eager to help you and 
sensitive to the felings of your inexperienced heart. You crossed the 
barrier of understanding and she took your hand, guiding you down 
the path to maturity, and then stepped aside. You stood by yourself 
at last and found that you had truly become a matured woman; your 
head is held high and you are ready to face life confidently with your 
newly found assurance. 

And now, now it is practically all over! But, yes, it is much dif¬ 
ferent from before. The halls of McAuley now resound with the in¬ 
nocuous voices of growing, friendly girls not just sounds which shrill 
within your eardrums. The warmth within you can be none other 
than the happiness and fulfillment your school life has given you, 
and you shut from your mind the steady, ominous tick of the clock 
which reminds you of your approaching departure. You look about 
you at the smiling faces of your companions and your teachers and 
think that you will never have enough of them. 

Enjoy your last days at McAuley and when you go, say goodbye 
not merely to a school but to a part of yourself, for you are leaving 
four important years of your life behind; you will always remember with 
an indescribable tinge of regret your wonderful HIGH SCHOOL DAYS. 


A Star Is Born At McAuley 


Miss Dorthy Miller, a promi¬ 
nent soprano vocalist, recently 
had the honor as guest solo¬ 
ist at Bishop Loughlin High School 
on behalf of St. Angela Hall 
Academy. 

As an active member of the 
Glee Club, Dorothy has sung at 
various school functions, always 
v^arming the hearts of her eager 
audience. Her proficiency has 


earned her an invitation to audi¬ 
tion at the Met. Among her vocal 
accomplishments, Dotty can list 
teaching for the St. Ignatius and 
Good Shepherd Choirs. 

Many hours of hard work are 
undergone daily as Dorothy prac¬ 
tices her many songs and arias. 
Miss Miller is a rising star on the 
musical horizon who will always 
carry the “sound of music” wher¬ 
ever she goes. 
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ATHY’S 


Does this ring a bell, TERRY VECCHI? The phone 
lines to Havana were tied up for twenty-seven min¬ 
utes one day in the not-too-distant past. 

❖ :i: ❖ 

We think that we shall never see — KATHY GUL¬ 
LEY refuse a lunch that’s free! 

i'fi ❖ ❖ 

Three rousing cheers for those KOOKIE KOUPON 
KLIPPERS. They Kame, they Kut, and they Kounted. 

:!: i'fi '-ii 

Hints for seventh period latecomers: Catch the 
WAXER LINE’S “SACRISTAN SPECIAL” as it can¬ 
nonballs down the third floor corridor every Monday 
afternoon. 

HANDS got the elbow right in the eye. We refer, 
of course, to REGINA of Varsity fame during the 
recent Fontbonne game. 

❖ ❖ ❖ 

Democrats and Republicans alike are backing 
GERRY SMITH of the 3B2 for the presidency of the 
Empire Girls’ State Congress. 

* * « 

It is rumored that certain members of the PRESS 
STAFF will vacate home and acquire living quarters 
in the school Could this be true? 

:is ❖ sjs 

The hex is off! Just when the cheering squad was 
seriously considering a sophomore version of the 
Salem Witch Trials, ANN CARNEY’S “jinx” disap¬ 
peared. Now that St. Brendan’s has been vanquished, 
all’s forgiven, Ann. 

As the paper goes to press, Flopsy, Mopsy, Hopsy, 
and Faculty wish all McAuley a 

HOPPY, HOPPY EASTER 

(and Kathy too!) 
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ALL TOO SOON 

By Pat Donnelly 

There I was in my room at the Woodner Hotel, desperately sitting 
on my bulging suitcase. Girls clattered noisily down the stairs. Out¬ 
side, the buses began to roar as the drivers warmed them up for the 
long trip home. I had only seconds to spare! 

What to do? What to do? Suddenly, a brilliant thought occurred 
to me. If I took some of the things out of the suitcase, it would close. 
Only one teeny problem remained. Which of my valuable treasures 
could I possible bear to part with? 

Let’s see now, camera . . . clothes . . . bongo drums ... 120 lumps 
of sugar from the hotel cafeteria. One shoe, size 12. Better keep that 
— someone might want it back. (Size 12?) The glove I had one when 
I shook hands with Senator John (sigh!) Kennedy ... a pressed 
cherry blossom. (That is, if they grow on the ground; if not, it’s a 
pressed dandelion.) A large packet of green paper from the Treasury 
Building which I thought would make pretty wallpaper ... 469 pennies 
we found in that adorable statue of Tecumseh at Annapolis. For some 
strange reason, all the boys throw them at the poor thing ... a piece 
of fluff from the White House rug. I really wanted something more, 
but everything else was bolted to the floor. 

My mind was made up. I had to keep my souvenirs. I quickly 
jettisoned everything I could live without, slammed my bag shut and 
joined the throng rushing down the stairs. After all. Mother had 
promised to buy me a whole new Easter outfit! 


LUCKY ‘13’ HOLD CONTEST 

By Ann Ellen Heenan 

The peal of a bell, a sudden hush throughout the gym, a few 
anxious Freshmen biting their fingernails — the Cheerleader contest 
began. This contest, conducted exclusively for the Freshmen classes, 
took place on Thursday, March 10, in the school gym. A “first” in 
McAuley, the competition afforded the First Year classes an oppor¬ 


tunity to compose cheers for the 

best entries, the prize of a mascot 
in addition to the privilege of 
cheering at the McAuley-Wisdom 
game. 

Three classes, the IBl, the IBS, 
and the 1B4, participated in the 
event. Before a large group of 
spectators, the representatives 
from each class demonstrated 
their original march and two pep 
cheers. 

The IBS’s, arrayed in assorted 
color skating skirts were the first 
group to cheer, followed by the 
lB4’s and lastly, the IBl’s. The 
girls of the 1B4 were costumed 
as sailors, appropriate attire for 
their “Anchors Away” March, 
while the IBl entrants wore at¬ 
tractive outfits of white blouses 
and red skirts, outfits made by 
our own Frances Courtney of 
SBS. 

The fudges voted IBl victorious. 
Congratulations to the winners: M. 
Brady, P. Geer, L. Congiusta, M. 
Courtney, L. Guarisco, M. Dubiel, 
E. Crammer, D. Hains, D. Bren¬ 
nan, and R. DeAngelis for a splen¬ 
did job. 


Varsity games and offered for the 


Spring Dawn 

By G. Esposito and S. Fonterosa 

A gentle breeze swirls ’round us, 
Our hearts are light and gay. 
The harshness of the winter 

winds. 

Has long since passed away. 

The sun, which just a month 

before 

The wind had seemed to scold. 
Now mocks the death of winter 
with radiance untold. 

God’s trees are stretching out 
their arms. 

To breathe in ? *^ure’s gold. 

With avarice they grasp 
The life that only spring can hold. 
This sleepy world is shaking 
Winter’s mantle from her breast. 
Readily she opens wide 
Her doors to nature’s guest. 

And for a while, till tests at least. 
No shadows can be cast 
For winter’s gone and summer’s 
coming. 

Spring is here at last! 


Artists Compete 



T. Pesante shows M. Lehr her 
work. 


Upcoming Dance 

The Basketball Club, moderated 
by Sister Mary Vianney and Sis¬ 
ter Mary Ellen, will hold its an¬ 
nual dance on Friday evening, 
April 29. This will be the last 
dance of the school year. 

Rudy Morro with his fine 
records will supply the music for 
a wonderful evening of dancing 
and excitement. 

Why not come and enjoy your¬ 
self at McAuley’s last rollicking 
dance? We expect this music-filled 
evening to be remembered by all 
McAuleyans until next year. 


By Pat Donnelly 

“There is no greater service 
to God.” Supporting this belief 
the Tablet, in conjunction with 
the Diocese of Brooklyn, sponsors 
an annual vocational poster con¬ 
test open to high school students 
with an artistic bent. The only 
stipulation is that all work must 
be original. 

Awards are granted by the 
Tablet in two divisions, originality 
of theme, and aptness of design. 
A prize is awarded in each cate¬ 
gory, in addition to a General 
Award for the best entry sub¬ 
mitted. 

Developing the theme “Is God 
Calling You,” artists Theresa Pes- 
sante, Linda Weber, Eluirp Manzi 
and Marie Pisano have been work¬ 
ing hard to perfect their posters. 
Sister Mary Stephanie, the head 
of the Art Department, has served 
as advisor. 

Winning awards will be an¬ 
nounced by the Tablet some time 
in May, and the poster receiving 
the General Award will be repro¬ 
duced and sent to all the schools 
in the diocese. 

In the past, McAuley has been 
commended time and again for 
excellent work in the Tablet con¬ 
test. Barbara Zabiski of the 3B5 
was awarded the General Prize 
of $25 last year for her beautifully 
executed poster. Another Junior, 
Christine Stapinski of the 3B2, was 
the winner of the county division 
and received $10 for her entry. 





Carole Dolan reaches high for the ball as the clock ticks away the moments in a tense game. 


Season Ends With Gala Party 

By Carol Kreuger and Marjorie Kane 

Rousing cheers echoed throughout the crowded gym as the ball was thrown expertly into space, 
dropping precisely within the rim of the desired basket. All onlookers sat spellbound, eagerly awaiting 
the shrill sound of the scoreboard buzzer which would indicate the last tense moment. FIVE, FOUR, 
THREE, TWO, ONE — and then with sorrow, the basketball season was over with victory for our spirited 
Cagers! 

Suddenly, the chattering noise ceased. All eyes were upon the Varsity and Cheerleaders as they en¬ 
circled the court and sang their sad farewells to the school which has become such a part of them. 

Glancing over the preceding months, we find that the unity and teamwork displayed by this year’s 
Varsity has been ever-present. A steady follower of each game can say without a doubt that the team 
exemplifies the true spirit of a goal-reaching McAuley. The lithe cheering squad was resplendent through¬ 
out the season, boostering the players to victory with each pep cheer and march — the efforts of end¬ 
less hours of hard work and un- - 

ceasing willingness. 

As a reward for these many 
months of ready participation, a 
gala party was held for all the 
members immediately following 
the last game. Gifts were un¬ 
wrapped, poems were uttered, 
farewell songs floated across the 
gym, and there was seen many a 
tear flowing down the cheek of 
a reminiscent Senior. 


Leave With Fond Memories 

But, all too soon, the time for 
leaving arrived; the girls gathered 
their mementos and reluctantly 
left the gym where they had spent 
so many fun-filled, friendly hours 
with their teammates. 

Thus it ended. Another event¬ 
ful year, another spectacular 
party, another group of departing 
girls whose basketball memories 
will linger in their hearts for 
many a year to come. 


Quotes ’nMisquotes 

By the “2B’s” 1-2-3 

DonT give up the ship . . . unless it’s sinking. 

I have but one life to give . . . and eight teachers to take it! 

Where there is a will there is ... an inheritance tax. 

Don’t count your chickens . . eat them. 

Early to bed, early to rise . . . dull isn’t it? 

Home Sweet Home . . . when every other place is closed. 

Friends, Roman’s Countrymen lend me . . . your homework! 
Remember the Main . . . lockers that is. 

’Twas the night before . . . Regents. 

Speak softly and carry a big stick . . . motto of a Geometry teacher. 
80’s and 90’s, now and forever . . . that is impossible! 

Borrow from Peter ... to buy a pepsi. 

Life begins at . . . 2:45. 

“Studies” are a girl’s best friend? 

Don’t makeup ’til you see the . . . backs of their heads. 

Homework without recreation is tyranny! 

I regret that I have but one . . . lunch. 

Sisters conquer all . . . even the trouble makers. 

A stitch in time saves . . . embarrassment. 

Fifty-four, forty . . . Oops! I better go on a diet! 

Give me McAuley ... or give me death! 

Pupils are always right . . . except in school. 

A ONE and ’er TWO and ’er . . . Gee! you can count! 

Don’t put the passing mark before the test. 

Ask me no questions . . . who needs $64,000. 

W^e have met the men and they are ours! 

Monkey see . . . students do. 

You’ve a better mark than I have, Ruthann. 

We’ve not yet begun to fight . . . but we’re nearing the MAIN 
LOCKER! 

Time and exams wait for no man! 

Don’t cross the bridge . . . look what happened to Clementine! 


Fifth Avenue Change! 

Viva La Difference! 

Knees have left the fashion scene this year. Looking down Fifth 
Avenue one will notice that a parade of smooth hemlines and shapely 
legs have replaced the former flair for abbreviated hemlines. The 
impracticability of these as well as their tendency to exaggerate the 
leg to an unflattering degree have occasioned the change. 

The following is a bias observation. Each year as the men and 
women promenade up the avenue, arrays of the gayest colors and 
newest styles come into view. Women’s hats have always been the 
target of men’s perverted humor. In some years women have gone so 
far as to wear a hat decorated wtih a circus scene, a missile launching 
or a bird cage. I strongly advocate free thinking and a daring touch 
in our hats. This season, however, I breathe a small sigh of relief, 
for women’s hats have returned to normalcy (well about as normal as 
a woman can get anyway). Flowered chapeaux lead the fashions with 
natural straw and starched white linen as close follow-ups. The shapes 
have reverter to the cloche of the ’twenties and the round picture hat. 

Men are becoming more and more clothes conscious. They have 
cast aside that “don’t care” attitude and have increased the sale of 
men’s clothes up to 50%. Our 1960 parade will witness men crowding 

■ the women in a rush for prom¬ 
inence. What makes me laugh is 
that they laugh at us “vain” wo¬ 
men for so long and they are just 
as bad. 

I am no authority on this sub¬ 
ject, but I feel that this Easter will 
witness not only the traditional 
bright smile and glowing eyes of 
the people but the smartest, most 
sophisticated, least sensational and 
most complimentary styles ever. 


Leo Honor Society 
Attend Conference 

Members of the Leo Honor So¬ 
ciety were privileged to hear the 
noted author. Father John La- 
Farge, S. J., on Wednesday, March 
2, at St. Joseph’s College for 
Women. 

Father’s talk, “Does prosperity 
have a harmful effect on moral¬ 
ity?” was both thought-provok¬ 
ing and enlightening. Everyone 
who attended, teacher and stu¬ 
dent alike, was gratified by the 
experience. 

The student members wish to 
extend their appreciation for the 
opportunity accorded to them to 
attend this convocation. 

NOTE: Due to a printer’s mis¬ 
take, a few girls’ names were left 
off the honor roll. Sorry! 














